TRANSLATIONS FROM GREEK POETRY

(!) TO THE CICALA.   FromAnacreon

Drunken with a drop of dew,
Happy, happy as a king,
We can hear thee twittering;
Everything within thy view
From the tree-top, in the fields,
Everything each season yields,
0 cicala, is thy dower;
Dear to everyone thou art,
Dearest to the farmer's heart,
Prophet sweet of summer's hour!

Darling of the muses nine,
Phoebus5 love is also thine,
For he gave thee that clear song;
Age can never do thee wrong.
Skilful lover of thy part;
Nought know's thou of suffering,
Bloodless, fleshless, earth-bora thing,
Almost as the gods thou art!
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